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Gregor lay with his legs flung out, resting on his elbows,
and with avid eyes drank in the sun-hazed steppe, the
guardian mounds showing azure along a distant ridge, the
flowing opalescent mirage on the bounds of the slope. For
a moment he closed his eyes and heard the near and distant
songs of the skylarks, the light tread and snorting of the
grazing horses, the clanking of bits and the whisper of the
wind in the young grass. He had a strange feeling of
resignation and peace as he pressed all his body to the rough
earth. It was a long familiar feeling. It always came after
he had experienced anxiety, and at such times he seemed
to be seeing everything around him with fresh vision. It
was as though his sight and hearing had grown keener,
and after such a time of agitation all that previously would
have passed unnoticed now attracted his attention. With
equal interest he watched the whistling slanting flight of
a sparrowhawk pursuing some tiny bird, and the deliberate
crawl of a black beetle which struggled over the distance
between Gregorys two elbows, and the gentle swaying of a
blood-red tulip rocked by the wind, gleaming with a brilliant
virgin beauty. The tulip was growing quite close to him,
on the edge of a crumbled marmot hole. He had only to
stretch out his hand to pluck it; but he lay without moving,
with silent rapture admiring the flower and the stiff leaves
which jealously preserved drops of the morning dew within
their folds. Then he shifted his gaze and long, unthinkingly
watched an eagle hovering above the horizon, over the dead
city of marmot warrens.
A couple of hours later they again mounted their horses,
intending to reach the familiar villages of the Yelanska
district by nightfall.
Evidently the Red Army patrol had communicated their
movements by telephone. As they rode into Kamenka
settlement shots rang out to welcome them from across a
stream. The singsong whistle of the bullets made Fomin
turn aside. Under fire they galloped round the outskirts of
the settlement and swiftly made their way into the fcorse-
grazing lands of Vieshenska district. Beyond another
settlement a small force of militia attempted to intercept
them.
" We'll ride round them on the left/' Fomin proposed.